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thing. Some people sell their very 'souls to get it, but you—
you count it as nothing! You seem to keep it about you
just to do people a favour."
Nikolai chuckled.
"It's a nasty thing, money. Always so embarrassing to
take, or to give away,"
He grasped her hand and pressed it hard.
"Come as soon as possible!" he said again.
Then he went out in his quiet way.
As she saw him to the door she kept thinking:
"Such a kind soul—but he doesn't feel sorry for me."
And she could not tell whether she was displeased, or
just surprised by this.
n
She moved into his house on the fourth day after his
visit. When the cart with her two trunks on it drove out
to the fields beyond the settlement, she turned round and
suddenly realised that she was forever leaving the place
where she had passed a dark and difficult stretch of life,
and where she had entered upon another, full of new joys
and sorrows, which made the days pass quickly.
The factory with its smokestacks thrusting into the sky
crouched on the soot-blackened earth like a huge red
spider. About it clustered the one-storied houses of the
workers. They huddled together, grey and dwarfed, on
the very edge of the swamp, gazing pitifully at each other
out of their dull little windows. Above them rose the
church, darkly red like the factory, and its steeple was
lower than the smokestacks.
With a sigh the mother loosened the collar of her
blouse, which seemed to be choking her.
"Get along there!" muttered the driver, touching the
horse with the reins. He was a bowlegged little man of
uncertain age, with thin, faded hair on head and face,
and with colourless eyes. He rolled from side to side as
he walked beside the cart, and it seemed to make no

